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He took me in his carriage to see all the sights

of this wonderful city.   We went to the college,

a fine Gothic building about fifty years old, and

then threaded our way through the brass-workers

and kinkob-makers to the golden temple, followed

by a dense crowd of fakirs and pilgrims shouting

for 4 backsheesh.'   The most curious sight of all

is the cow temple, where a lot of sacred bulls and

cows are tied up round the inside of the place,

which in consequence   smells  much more like

a farm-yard than a place of worship.    Some of

these animals are so old that they can hardly see

or , stand.   Wreaths of flowers are sold to the

.visitors, who feed the beasts on them.    I visited

. the well pf knowledge, a very smelly hole, and

;ftdded some flowers to the many thrown in by the

pilgrims; then again we threaded our way through

,,/the crowds to the Manmandira Observatory, where

I Jxftd a splendid view of the river and ghats

:,;firam.the platform at,the top.   We now returned

. tpf'out carriage, and drove to the monkey temple

a little way off.   In this large, red-brick building